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great deal and have little hope. I have put
some order in the shelves of my library,
and keep for you the" Lettres de Madame
de S6vigne," in twelve volumes, and a small
Shakespeare. When you come to Paris, I
will send them to you. I thank you for
thinking of me.

CCCXXVIII.

PARIS, July 18, 1870.

DEAR friend, I have been, and am still,
very ill. I think that one must be in very
good health and have very strong nerves
not to be affected by the events of to-day.
I do not need to tell you what I feel about
the war with Prussia. I am one of those
who think that it could not be avoided. The
explosion might have been retarded, but it
was impossible to avert it. War is more
popular here than it ever was. Military men
are full of confidence, but when one thinks
that all the future is subject to the chance
of a bullet, it is difficult to share that con-
fidence. Good-by, dear friend. The physi-n agreeable di-
